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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Tranſlator, who it 4 Foreigner, take 
this opportunity of informing the Public, that 

be gives Leſſons in the French and German Lan- 
guages.— Hrs terms, &c. may be known by ph 

ing to Mr. Leacroft, at —— ” | 


Dramatis Perſon. 

_ Hennwvyes, Biſhop of Lizieux. 

Trz KincG's LitvTEnAnT at Lizieux. 
SIMON, Grand Vicar of the Biſhop. 

CuraTEs of Lizieux. 

PRIEST. 

Orriczxs. 

ARSENNE Sen. Inhabitant of 1 Proteſtant« 
 Arsenne Junior, Laura's Spouſe, Proteſtant. 


LAuxA, Evrard's Siſter, Proteſtant. 
Ex Ax, Inhabitant of Paris, Proteſtant, 


„ SUZANNA, Proteſtant, Laura's ** and 5 


Arſenne's Kinſwoman. 
 CLevarD. 

THevenin, Proteſtant. 
MzNancovurT, Proteſtant. 
Duos, Proteſtant. 

Other Proteſtants. 


The SCENE is at Lizizvx, on the 27th of 
Auguſt, 1572. | 


— 


W © - 
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HE NN U YER. 


A 
SCENE I. 


The Theatre repreſen ts the A partment of Laura; 
a large Preſs half-open. 


Lau ra appears arran gin g her Huſband's Ward- 
robe; and entertains herſelf with contemp- 
* a rich Habit. 


LAUR A, ſola. 


E wore this on the day which completed 
our wines My dear huſband ! I ſeem 
to behold thee with it on.— And this ſcarf 
How finely he was dreſt !— (She kiſſes the ſcarf, 
and locks it up carefully. She then takes a little trunk, 
in which are ſome letters and jewels.) Beloved let- 
ters | ye are my treaſure.—(She reads and fighs, ſmil- 
ing and contemplating ſome jewels.) Lovely in every 
thing. How his preſents beſpeak him! (She pulls 
out a ring.) It is a year ſince I have received this 


: | firſt 


CO ——— — —— ' ˙ð¶ 
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firſt pledge: I trembled even then; and we dared 
not to hope. Who could then have promiſed me: 


that ſix months afterwards— How all this interval 
has ſlipt away ! It has appeared to me: but a mo- 


ment. — Yes, but this week of abſence, this week 


ſeems to me a year. He ought to be returned. 
How 1 expect him Return, my dear Arſenne, 
return; thy tender Laura feels too much, that ſhe 
lives not without thee. — (She liſtens.) Every minute 
I ſeem to hear him, but am always deceived. (obe 
ſhuts the trunk, and opening it again, immediately 
pulls out a letter.) Let me read this letter too; 


| (preſſing the letter to ber boſom), What a foul! 


What natural gaiety of humour | What truth 
(Somebody knocks ;, Laura throws every thing on the 


ground; overturns the chairs; and, running in great 
" amotion to the door, ſbe opens it, and cries out of breath,) 


O! it is he! it is he himſelf! 


EN E 1, 


Laux perceiving W 4 back with an 


air of anger and ſurprixe. 
What! you, Suzanna? | 
SUZANNA, a Hitt dicocerted. 
My good friend, from whence comes this ſad 
aftonidhment ? | Is my approach 9 to 


? 
ou LAURA, 
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LAURA, compoſing herſelf. 
No, no, my dear couſin, pardon me; but I be- 


lieved it was my huſband. He is not yet arrived. 
Judge what I feel. 


S UZ ANNA. 


For one day's delay ought you to be ſo much 
alarmed? 
f LAURA. 

How, for one diy ? Do you count it one day 
from two o'clock the day before yeſterday, that he 
promiſed me to be at Lizieux ?—We went to meet 
him, and we were obliged to return alone. 


SUZANNA. 


8 couſin, what has not been ſaid to you laſt 
night in order to calm you with regard to this delay? 


1 F 
Ah! my good friend, if you had loved, you 


would know, that words cannot reſtore one's peace. 


8 UZ ANNA. 


You ought, however, to be reaſonable. One can- 
not always quit Paris at pleaſure. Conſider, he has 
there all your family, with a good part of his own; 
a viſit on one ſide, an affair of buſineſs on the other; ; 
two or three days are ſoon paſt, 


LAURA. 


If he knew my. inquietude, nothing would have 
_ him, | 
| 82 - SUZANNA, 
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8 UZ ANNA. 

See how pleaſure is always mixed with fome de- 
gree of pain Tou were very glad to go to Paris. 
to ſee the grand wedding * of the daughter of 
Medicis and the King of Navarre. You deſired to. 
be a witneſs of this alliance, which ſeals our recon- 
ciliation with the Catholicks.— How brilliant this 
feſtivity muſt have been! Every face muſt have 
born marks of joy !—I never regretted being alone 
but on this occaſion. I had not like you a huſband 


to make this little journey with; but whilſt we are 
girls, we muſt ſtay at home. 
L AURA. 

Truly all theſe feftivities ſo much boaſted of, and 
ſo pompous, appear much finer at a diſtance, and 
eſpecially in the deſcriptions people give of them; 
you ſce very little on the ſpot. The tumult and 
noiſe make you giddy, and the heart remains cold. 
What was moſt agreeable to me in this feſtivity, 
was, that it gave me an opportunity of ſeeing my 
dear relations again. I have had likewiſe the ad- 
vantage of bringing home with me a brother, whony 
1 love, and who is my huſband's beſt friend. 

SUZANN A, 
Undoubtedly he is his very beſt friend. —They | 


are never ſatisfied but when they are together; it 
15 an union as rare as it is Charming. 


„»The nuptials of Henry of Navarre and Margaret fifter of 
"Of King were celebrated with a pomp truly royal. 


Eri de la Ligue, tom. IL. 


MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW, & 


LAURA. 6 

Hitherto his heart has been free: I could wiſk 
that ſome young female of Lizieux could touch it, 
and detain him for ever at this place, ſince Arfenne 
has found means to fix me here.' (She looks at Su- 


2anna.) Do you underſtand me, dear Suzanna ?— 
Why do you bluſn? 


S UZ ANNA, hanging ber head. 
O! we will talk of that, my good friend but 
it hall be at another time, if you pleaſe. 


L AURA. 


You ſeem afraid of love, dear Suzanna, and you 
are not quite wrong; but I aſſure you, whenever 
he ſubdues two honeſt ſouls, he can only increaſe 
their W b 


S UZ ANNA. 


Truly you have found an honeſt ſoul, which 3 
pathizes /o well with your own; but for my part, I 
cannot flatter myſelf with being ſo fortunate. Two 


happy marriages are too extraordinary to be ex- 
pected in the courſe of one year. 


LAURA. 


Why, couſin ? The ſecret of being g happy conſiſts 
in loving each other well; in that caſe, all 2 
conform themſelves to our deſires. There is 
ſweetneſs, which abſorbs all the vexations of life 
the n of one e party is in a of che other; they 


think 
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think and act ever in concert, and are often on the 
point of ſaying the ſame thing. What ſweet effuſiori 
of the heart! What confidence | What a round of 
happy hours !—No exiſtence is truly- precious, un- 
leſs for two married people who love each other 
and I ſhould rather chuſe to loſe my life this day + 
than this delicious ſentiment. 


S UZ ANNA. 


I is this very fear of loſing a heart, which ! have 


thought my own, that makes me atraid of a ſerious 


_ engagement.—Whar ſufferings at the leaſt cloud, 


at the ſlighteſt ſeparation !—See by yourſelf, You 
go to ſpend a few days at Paris with Arſenne; at 


the moment of your return ſome affairs happened 


ro detain him there againſt his will; he lets you 
return attended by your brother; he ſtays a little 


longer than he had promiſed; and you fall into the 


moſt cruel anxieties, the moſt alarming apprehen- 
fions. I thought yeſterday it would have been im- 
poſſible for me ever to recover you again. And 
tell me, whether your ſatisfactions are not over- 
balanced by ſuch trouble ? 


LAURA 


No, no, my good friend ! Abſence, it is true, is 
a cruel thing; but the return, the return Ah 
dear Suzanna, how my heart flies to meet him! 


| You know him, coufin ; who can judge better, 


whether he deſerves to be leſs beloved? A goodneſs 
bob heart always equal, a happy temper, an eaſy 
galety; 


MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW, + 


ga iety; ; what virtues does he not poſſeſs My bro. 

ther reſembles him very much; I could wiſh he 

might inſpire ydu with the ſame love, 
 $SUZANNA, 


Let us return, dear couſin, to what you hate 
een at Paris.—You have given me but an abridg- 
ment of it, which does not entirely ſatisfy me. Since 

your return there is no enjoying you, nor making 
you talk, as one would wiſh; you are always re- 

lapſing on the charms of marriage. Does the ab- 
ſence of a huſband give him new charms ? 
LAURA. 


How ca thou art! And how can one help 
talking for ever of him one loves? 


$CENE i. 
LAURA, SUZANNA, SERVANT. 


SERVANT, 


Madam, old Mr. Arſenne is coming down to 
breakfaſt with you. — He ſays, he will keep you 
company till his ſon arrives. 


L AUR A, riſag with joy to SUSANNA. 


Come, let us go to meet him. —Worthy old man ! 
l equally reſpect and love him. 


SUZANN A, hi.. 
Behold the dear good man is there already ! 
: LA U RA. 
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| LAURA. | 
He has not his cane, couſin !—Let us ſupport 
his ſteps.—I m always under apprehenſions for his 
age. | 
(They go to meet bias x meanwhile a table is 


brought in with breakfaſt ; ſome wine on one 
ide, and milk on the other.) 


S c E N E IV. 
| ARSENNE Senior. LAURA. SUZANNA: 


ARS ENN E Senior. 


Good morrow, my dear daughter. And thou, 
Suzanna, ſo early? Thou riſeſt very ſoon - Very 
well.—I give thee joy.—I thank thee for her ſake. 
(He fits down.) I love to ſee you together.— 
Of what were you both talking, my amiable childen ? 


SUZANNA 


Of all the curioſities ſhe has ſeen at Paris. —O! 
when will it be my turn to go and ſee that great . 


City ? 
"7 ARSENNE Senior, 


Very ſoon, very ſoon, my niece. Meanwhile we 
will talk it all over at breakfaſt. (to Laura.) I like 
to hear people tell ſtories, and I am never tired 
of hearing them. (He perceives a little ſadneſs.) 
But what? ſtill choughtful ! what? chagrin? 

| L AU RA, endeavouring to ſmile, 
None, dear Sir, none. 


ARS ENNE 
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ARSENNE Senior. 


I muſt tell thee, my dear Laura, thou gaveſt me 
laſt night a great deal of uneaſineſs. On leaving 
us you wilhed me a good night in ſuch a tone, that 
I turned aſide rather to hide my tears, than to avoid 
thine.——Trt even broke in on my ſlumbers.—— 
Poor child! ſaid I every moment. — She trembles 
for my ſon; it is for him ſhe watches and weeps.--- 
Thy apprehenſions indeed have troubled me. 


LAURA. | 
My dear father! may they be ſoon diffipated! | 


ARS ENN E Senior. 


O! I don't like this at all; in order to love one 
another, is it neceſſary to be tormented with a thou- 
ſand chimerical fears, and for a few hours delay to 
create imaginary misfortunes? Thou, who haſt 
ſo much good ſenſe, I don't underſtand thee.— 
Come, let us go to breakfaſt. 


L 
Why, has he not at leaſt by a — line Py 
ed my alarms ? | 
ARS E NN E Senior. 


By Heaven! If I had been thy huſband, thou 
wouldſt have wept eternally.—I, who am talking to 
thee, have lived whole years together without 
embracing even once either my wife or my ſon. 
It is true, that bearing arms in thoſe times of civil 
: | N WT War, 
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war, I thought much more about ſupporting their 
rights, than of ſeeing them again at their own home. 
— Come, be calm, my daughter; peace is made, 
thank God i and let us all rejoice:—Go, and be 
aſſured, my ſon will have embraced us all before 
night; I will warrant it. 


LAavk 
I hope ſo; but yeſterday you ſaid the ſame. 
ARSENNE Senior. 


But to-day thou ſhalt ſee it. Is Evrard Oy 
gone out ? 
L AUR A to a SEKRVANT, 
. Have you ſeen my brother ? 


| SERVANT. 

Madam, he went out very early in the morning 
to make his uſual turn in the town; when he ſaid 
at going away, that he ſhould probably go out of 
the gates, to meet his brother-in-law. _ 

ARSENNE Senior. 

The dear children ] fee them from hence, how 
they meet Each other on the road, and how they 
embrace each other with a heart becoming men.— 
To their health. (He drinks) This Evrard is an 
excellent youth ; is it not true, my niece ? 


SUZANNA, 
Yes, uncle Come, couſin, reſume your 
uſual gaiety; a word or two about your journey. 
| I ne- 
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I never ſaw Paris, and I long to hear all the de- 
ſcriptions I can of it. It is only there, I think, that 
one finds the grand and the wonderful. 


; ARSENNE Senior. 

I almoſt repent of not having been with you; 
but at my age people ſhun noiſe ; I have ſeen ſo 
many feſtivities 3 in my youth. Beſides, my ſon was 
there; it is the ſame as being there myſelf. — Talk 
nevertheleſs of one ſubject, which intereſts nie much. 

You have viſited Admiral Coligny together. Come, 
let me hear of that again. You have been preſent- 
ed to him, is it not ttue? Well, what faid my ſon 
of him.?—He is a virtuous man, a great General, 
a worthy Patriot.— I have ſerved under him; we 
know each other well. —One day —But that would 
carry us too far go on, go on. 


L AU RA. 

My father, he talked to us about you with a 
tender and diſtinguiſhed friendſhip.— He was then 
in bed fitting upright. With what reſpect his ve- 
nerable features impreſſed us! We bedewed with 


our tears thoſe hands he ſo kindly ſtretched our to 
us. 


ARS EN N E Grice. 


What ! is not the aſſaſſin that wounded hicy, 
yet diſcovered ? 


* Coligny was wounded in the left arm by one Maurivel, who 
was publickly called the King's Murderer. This aſſaſſin fired his 
arquebuſs at Coligny from behind a window-curtain, as the Ad- 
miral was returning from the Louvre. Eprit de la Ligue, tom. II. 


C2 1 LAURA. 
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LAURA. 

. are in purſuit of him, we are told. When 
we entered, we ſaw Medicis and the King coming 
out of his houſe. He received from them the moſt 
extraordinary marks of attachment“. He was calm 
then, without emotion, without HOUR, and ſaid he 
was pretty well. | 

ARS ENN E Senior. 
God preſerve him? He is the firm pillar of our 
| unfortunate party. Our defence was undoubtedly 
juſt.—Pray what will remain to mankind, if we rob 
them of the liberty of thinking ?—Ye Catholicks of 
France!] O, my countrymen ! don't we acknow- 
ledge the ſame God ? To what purpoſc ſo many 
battles? Is tearing each other to pieces the beſt 
way of praiſing our Creator ?—There was a time, 
when, grieved to ſee the horrors of this civil war, I 
would almoſt have wiſhed, we could all-have become 
Catholicks. But can one act againſt one's own 
conſcience? Is it. in our power openly to avow a 
faith which we reject in our hearts? We then muſt 


have become cheats, hypocrites, hars, and I ſhould 


rather chuſe to die. But pardon me, my daughter; 
1 am entertaining you with battles. Ar old man 
who has ſeen the ſervice, is ſubject to this foible, 
Leet us rather talk of that great alliance of which 
thou haſt been a witneſs. —Every thing muſt have 
been very brilliant on that occaſion. 


Charles went into the chamber of the ſick Admiral with his 
mother, the Duke of Anjou, the Marſhals of * and a bril- 


dance. E t de la Ligue, tom. II 
ant atien ce. 105 ig "SUZANNA. 
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 $SUZANNA. | 

How magnificent it muſt have been! All the 
world ſays, there was ſuch profuſion, ſuch pomp, 


fuch eclat ! But did the bride and bridegroom ſeem 
fatisfied? 


3 A U R A. ö 

If one muſt ſpeak; under all theſe ſuperb ap- 
pearances I perceived not real joy. A city wedding 
has always preſented to me a more agreeable ſcene. 
Theſe magnificent preparations ſerve only to diſ- 
guiſe ennui. Every thing is dedicated to I know 
not what oſtentation. Formalities are rigorouſly ob» 
ſerved ; but happineſs eſcapes them. Pleaſure and 
etiquette ſeem inconſiſtent. No; the young married 
people did not wear the appearance of joy, I be- 

heve. And I am not much pleaſed with the phy- 
fiognomies of the court. Medicis has a fatal and 


ill-boding look, and Charles IX. looks like his mo- 


ther's page. I know not why, but I find not in 
him either the nobleneſs, or that affable dignity 


which characterizes a King. The Prince of Bearn, 
for example. 


ARSENN E Sen. 
Tou mean the King of Navarre. 


85 LAURA. 
Tes, Sir. 8 


ARS E N NE Sen. with a 1 mee, 
S 
LAURA. 


Ah! that is a countenance which the whole world 
might n open front, which inſpires confi- 


dence 
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dence—features, which declare worth and a great- 
neſs of foul. He has withal a certain amorous air, 
which nobody is diſpleaſed with.—O |! I ſhould like 
to ſee a Prince of this character ſeated on the throne 
of France. 3.0 7 | 
| ', ARSENNE Senior. 
With a Miniſter like Coligny ; don't you think 
ſo, my daughter ? | 
S U ANNA. | 
The Catholicks would not perhaps find their ac- 
count in this arrangement. 


| A RSENNE Senor. 

I am fure, Coligny would not be a perſecutor ; 
and the King of Navarre would leave them that li- 
berty which they would raviſh from us. I would 
be the firſt to defend their rights, if they were un- 


juſt enough to force them. But what do I fay ? = 


We have no farther wiſhes to form; a calm has 
ſacceeded the ſtorms. Peace has been ratified at 
the foot of the altar. She has re- united the op- 


polite parties; henceforth every thing promiſes us 
days equally tranquil and fortunate. 


BCE NEV. 
The former with EVRARD, who enters with an 


air of melancholy and apprehenſion. 


LAUR A, rifing with precipitation. 
7 brother returned! and without my huſband ? 


/ EVRARD. 


\ 


MASSACRE OF ST. PARTHOLOMEW, xg 


E VRARID. 
Good day, my dear Laura. 


L AU RA. 
Have you been far to meet him, brother? 
E VR AR D, with dotuncaſt eyes. 
Far enough, ſiſter. 
L AUX. 
What, have you not met with him, nor any per- 
fon that has ſeen him? 


EVRARD. 


No-body. 
ARS E NN E Senior. 


You muſt have got a good appetite ; 3 fit down 
there and breakfaſt, 


EVRARD, 
I have no inclination to eat, Sir. 
SUZANNA # EyRaRD, | 
But what have you then ? 
LAURA. 


What is the matter, my brother? How you. 
are altered! 


EVR AR D troubled. | 
Altered ? 


ARSENNE Senior. 


Perhaps he has eaten nothing yet, and the open 
air ma 


LAURA. 
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LAURA, her eyes fixed upon him. 
What is the matter ? 
EVRARD, endeaveuring to recover himſelf. 
Nothing, ſiſter; nothing at all; nothing I tell 
you. | | 
ARSENNE Sen. after having examined him. 
Lou are indeed a little pale. You muſt never 
go out faſting. But drink ;— I'll give you a good 
glaſs of wine, and that will reſtore you. 
(He pours him out ſome wine.) 
EVRARD approaching, ARSENNE whiſpers te him, 
Can you ſpare me one moment ?—I would 


fain ſpeak to you apart. 


| ARSE NN E Senior. ; 
Apart ? n | 
| E VR NN p. 

Yes ; let us go into another room, I beſeech you. 
ARS E NN E Senior. 
DireQly ? | | 
1 EVIAR D. 

Yes, this moment; but without taking notice of 


any thing, 


ARSENNE Senior. 
Go on, I'll follow you. No, let me £0 fert. 


(rung) Daughters, I am conny back again. For 


a moment 4 muſt retire. 
2 LAURA, 
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"LL A U R A, at the Door. 

Where are you going, Sir? And are you going 
alſo, Evrard ?—You kill me —your air, your voice 
0 my God! what can have happened to him? 
What can you have heard? 

EVRARD. 


Nothing, I tell you. —I pray you be . ſiſter. 


LAURA. 


No, I will not. —Why do you leave me td be- 
lieve you no longer, and my apprehenſions increaſe. 


EVRAR D, repreſſing himſelf. 

Why ſhould you thus alarm yourſelf ?—May I 
not have ſomething particular to communicate to 
him? 
N n 
Why, brother! your countenance betrays you.— 
Go then, and ſay what thou wouldſt. 5 

E VR AR D, troubled. 
Alas! what ſhall I ſay to you, ſiſter? 


SCENE VI. 
The 1 and MENANC O RT. 


MENANCOURT. 
My dear Evrard! is Arſenne returned? -o 
you know we are all trembling ? - My father ſends 


me to make ſome inquiries of you. 
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EVRARD, making fern to him in vain, 
Inquiries of me? 


MENANCOURT. 


Tes, you have been out of town I am told; you 


have heard on the way ſomething of the diſaſter 
which has happened in Paris. 


”" "GAVE | 
A difaſter !—at Paris Good God !—what 
diſaſter ? | 
19 8 U EZ ANNA, ſupporting her. 
Ah! my good friend why are you ſo terrified ? 


ARSENNE Sen. 1 EV RARD. 

Speak, Evrard, for fear magnifies evils; and her 
imagination, apt to be inflamed, always repreſents 
to her the extremes of ill fortune.—Irt muſt be 95 
in reality.— Speak. | 

EVRAR PD. 

Well, it would be uſeleſs to diſguiſe any thing 
from you; and beſides, the burthen which, over- 
whelms me, lies too heavy on my heart Attend 
then be ſtops.) 


ARS E NN E Sen. 
Go on, Evrard; you confound me go on. 
E VR AR D. 


1 tremble to ſpeak it. I heſitate. (be takes each 
by the band, and tells them in a low voice) They tall 
of an abominable treaſon, 


LAURA. 
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LAURA. 
What treaſon ? 
EVRARYD. 
They fay, that this peace fo ſacred, on A faith 
of which our brethren have been lulled aſleep, 
has been horribly violated. They talk of ſurprizes 
by night, of attacks, of aſſaſſinations. — According 
to ſome, our brethren have been murdered in their 
beds. According to others, their houſes have 
been ſet on fire. The Admiral himſelf, they 


ſay, has been maſſacred in his own houſe, and by 
the King's order. 


ARSENNE Sen. ſnatching away bis hand from EvRARD, 
and with a voice full of vebemence. 

By the King's order !—Coligny Don't believe 
it, daughter; do not believe it — Is it poſlible ! 
—by the King's order !—Have we not the ſanc- 
tion of his word ? Have we not upon his promiſe 
dropt all ſuſpicion? Who can invent ſuch blaſ. 
phemies, and delight in ſpreading them? Evrard, 
has your heart believed them, and dares your 
tongue repeat them * 

\& RAR D. 

I have lived among our enemies; I have ſeen. 
this Court very nearly; and I know too well, 
what may be expected of it, 

LAURA. 


O my ſad preſages! Are ye then forerunners of 


the misfortune of my lite ? Suzanna, don't aban- 
don me? 


Ds ARSENNE. 
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ARSEENE Sen. 
My daughter, can you io, that 


LAU R " 
Ah! if I believed it, I ſhould 1 already 
| ceaſed to live. 


ARSENNE Sen. warmly. © 


Go, there exiſt no ſuch monſters on the face of 
the earth. A king twenty-two years old, embraces 
not his ſubjects, invites them not to a public feſ- 
tivity, and then cuts their throats at the end of it, 
What! ſo many promiſes ; ſo many proofs of good- 
neſs affected but to plunge more ſurely the aa 
in our hearts? 


2 A R P. 
Would to God this horrid news may ſoon prove 
falſe I am in a moſt diſtreſſed ſituation. —I ſcarce 
know myſelf. —My dear Arſenne, my friend, we are 
come home without thee; we have left thee in "uu 
unhappy town with our mother and— 


SU Z ANNA 0 E VR AR D, ia a bio voice, © 
* !——O ſpare her Fnlibility 
L AU R A. 
Brother! is it thus you comfort me ? | 
EVRARD te LAURA. | 
Pardon me, ſiſter! I did not think on thee. 


Well, let us rather truſt the experience of a father 
— This report will be found without foundation 


It 


1 
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It will not be long, before thou wit fee thy hu 
band * and I my friend. 


IL. AUR A. ; 
© Barbarous man! with what a tone doſt thou 
comfort mel Thou wouldſt buoy me up with 
hopes, which thou wanteſt thyſelf. Ga, — 
but his preſence can reſtore my quiet. 10 219640 


EVRAN D, with inward trembling. 


Heaven cannot have * wa horrid 
clit 5J tua 


3 : "ARSENNE Senior. EE. 

| Moderate yourſelves, my children. No n man * 
unmerciful and barbarous in cold blood. T, have 
ſeen our enemies lifting the ſword over our heads, 
but it was in the ſhock of battle. I knew them 
too brave at Jarnac, at Moncontour, in the plains 
of St. Dennis, to become baſe aſſaſſins ſo ſoon. 
ho has dared to imagine ſo deteſtable a ſtory ? 
Some malicious child of Darkneſs, who finds plea» 


ſure in terrifying the minds of his feJlow-citizens 


by ſuch bloody and fantaſtic images, by which the 
multitude is impoſed upon. How often have I ſeen 
the ſmalleſt, the moſt trivial cauſes alarm a whole 
kingdom! Beſides, is it the firſt time that you have 
found yourſelves abuſed by falſe reports ? 
I. A UR A. 4 
The bad ones have ſeldom failed of confirmation. 


| ARSENNE, 
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6 : ARSENNE Senior % EVRARD. 
155 from whom, in ſnort, have you this abſurd 


news? 

EVRARD. 
Thuringe, whom I have met with, was the firſt, 
whoſe words chilled me with | horror. 1 
Clevard, have ſaid the fame thing, as . as many 
others of our acquaintance. 


bLiAU RA ©. Y* - 

M | Father !-—Many |—Heaven n 
wuſt be true. 

ARS EN N E Senior. 

Well, daughter! I vill out this moment, I ſuf- 
fer too much from ſuch accounts. 1 5 whom 
1 will aſk. 1 will trace *em to the ſource, and hope 
very ſoon to convince you, that the report is not 
PO void of e but entirely falſe. 


LAURA. : 10 
ene e een father 1 will go any where, 
and-Suzanna ſhall attend me. 
| 15 ARS ENNE Senior, refleling. 


No; ſtay, daughter! we will come again. — 
ware of liſtening to your apprehenſions. Conſider, 
lat | they offend againſt nature and . 


L AUR A. 


How is it poſſible not to tremble at ſo horrid a 
report ?—Arſenne, my dear Arſenne 


7 | : ARSENNE 
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ARSENNE Senior, taking her hands. 
Ah! my dear daughter! If I could believe it, 
what ſhould I do longer upon earth? Then I 
ſhould have lived too long. I would die on this 


ſpot in preſſing thy hand, and in PRES the 
name of my unhappy ſon. 


SCENE VI. 


The former with THEVENIN. Several 
' PROTESTANTS © 
THEVENIN, 

Moſt reſpectable Arſenne ! We have all been 
plunged in conſternation. Is this misfortune true? 
Where is your ſon? If he was but come, he 
would be able to calm our fears They — 
every moment. 

ARS E N N E Senior. . 
Sentlemen, believe, that all theſe reports flow 
from an obſcure ſource, and let us not become 
accomplices in that, which in its evil conſequences 
muſt render us culpable. 

"TT HEFE NI N. 

Theſe reports have already been multiplied: 
They ſeem to come from ſeveral places. Happily, 
however, they appear to contradict one another. 

ARSENNE Senior. 

Ah! I believe it. (1 Laura) Do you hear, 

my 2 theſe reports are contradictory 7 


They 
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They will very ſoon vaniſh in ſmoke. God orant 
it! My nephew is at Paris; he is very dear to 
me. | 
ARO TESTANT. 
My father toe is there. 


ANOTHER PROTESTANT. 
And my brother 
ANOTHER. 
T have juſt now ſent my children there. 
E V RAR D embraces one of them. 


Ah! unhappy wretches, that we are ! Shall we 
come e off with apprehenſion alone ? 


og ARS EN NE Senior. Oh 

My "Rar let us not meet deſpair... We have 
no certainty at all. I am haſtening to inform my- 
ſelf of ſomething to diſſipate our fears. I will go 
myſelf vpon the high road, in order to queſtion 
every one that paſſes, and then you ſhall bluſh at 
your credulity. 

LAURA, giving her arm to ARSENNE. 

I will accompany you, father! I will not quit 
you. Let us learn what Heaven has decided on 
our fate. But alas! let me never return into this 
town, if he does not guide my ſteps. [ Exeunt. 


END or Tn FIRST ACT. 


4 © Tm 
SCENE K 


LAURA. SUZANNA: 


LAuxA appears pale and diſbevelled; her eyes 
drowned in tears; her arms ſtretched out and lifted 
up to heaven, walks very faſt, as if in deſpair ; 
falls into an arm-chair, and hangs over one arm of 
it, Suzanna follows ber, embraces her, and kneels 
on the ground to lift ber up. Laura's bead finks 
upon her boſom, and ſhe remains unmoved in a 
painful fikence. 

FL LAURA 
EAVE me, leave me; thy cares are uſeleſs. 
It is time for me to die - My mother my 
huſband thou haſt heard it, Suzanna Neither 
ſex nor age have been ſpared.— Peace is the por- 
tion of the grave. It is done, it is done 

every thing is loſt to me (after 8 long ſilence) O 

God! thou knoweſt for whom I implore thee.— 

Is he no more? Or haſt thou ſhielded him from 

the murderer's ſword ? — O] if it were fo, a thou- 

ſand thanks would I return thee.— will undergo 
every other pain, the longeſt, the moſt horrid; but 


for this, O my God! chin vouchſafe to ſave 
me from it! 
(/he falls down overwbelmed with grief.) 


oa 
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SCENE IL 


The ſame, ARSENNE Senior, E VR ARP, 
THEN ENIN. 


Arſenne Sen. ſupported by Thevenin, and followed 
by Evrard, comes with a flow pace till be ſees 


Laura they all three Hop to contemplate in a me- 
lancholy filence. 


ARSENNE Senior. 

Would to God, my grief would ſoon deliver me 
from this world !—Bloody land !—O horrid day ! 
1 quit thee. Who would wiſh to furvive ſuch hor- 
 rors ?——lIt is now that I figh to have lived too 


oY LAURA. 
O my dear mother my dear parents !——0 
thou, for the apprehenſions of whom I expire ! 


"ARSENNE Senior. | 
Let us die, my daughter, let us die. Let us 
follow our baſely murdered brethren. France im- 
brued in their blood is no more our country. — 
| Receive me into your abode, ye glorious Mar- 
tyrs of our religion. And thou, Coligny, ſacred 
ſhade! pardon me for having begun to bewail the 
lot of my ſon before thine ! 


Ft Joo inks 

Al. that is dear to me, beyond all doubt-ix no 
more, and yet I cannot die. O torment ! | 
EVRAR D. 


* 3 
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| EVRARD. 


Why did I not ſtay at Paris? I would bave de- 
fended them; I ſhould have fallen at their ſide, 
and I ſhould have been leſs to be pitied than in 
this cruel uncertainty.—If 1 have loſt the friend I 
loved, that brother, that tender and generous 
heart, nothing is left me in this world but to 
ayenge him.—He ſhall be avenged, my ſiſter, I 
ſwear | it by thyſelf. (with a melancholy voice) If he 
is dead, thou haſt then no brother left. Tremble, 
baſe and cruel affaflins! You have not mur- 

dered all. Here is yet one left of this deplorable 
family, who knows how to avail himſelf of =_ 
horrid leſſons. What do I hear? —What noiſe ? 


(Several Proteſtants are at the door, and open it ſud- 

deny; they ſbout all together,” as they get out of 

the way, to make room for Arſenne, all crying out) 

Arſenne! Arſenne! Arſenne ! 

(Laura turns ber face, on which are painted all the 
ſentiments which agitate her. beart. All art in 
motion.) | 


SCENE III. 
The former, with AR SENNE Junior, 


> Arſenne Junior enters in diſorder, ruſtes forward, and en 
paſſant embraces his . and Evrard. 


2 a: My friend. "Day 
E 2 ARSENNE 
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ARSENNE Senior, and EVRARD. 
My ſon ! My friend !— 


ARSENNE Junior, in the arms of his wife, his voice 
_ 
O my dear beloyed -I ſee thee again! — 


L AURA. 
Thou liveſt, and I preſs thee in my arms 
(ber head inclined, and with a voice weakened by ex- 
ces of feli g 1 die with rapture and joy I— ( ibey 


remain ſome moments embracing each other ; Laura 
diſengages ber ſelf. and makes him fit down.) 


ARSENNE Senior, with tenderneſs. 
O God! you have ſaved my ſon ! 


EVRARD. 
We ſee thee again! — Anſwer us, my friend, 
thou haſt not been preſent then —— 


ARSENNE Junior, bit arms flretched out, his mouth _—_ 
bis eyes inflamed with anger, 


Let me breathe! .- 


E VR ARD, after à litth pauſe. 


Tell us only, whether thou haſt been a witneſs 
of the maſſacre of that night. 


ARSENNE Janir, riſing with precipitation, turning 
bimſelf towards Evrard, and . ** his clothes. ; 


There—behold wy clothes !- — 


LAURA 
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LAURA takes him by one arm, end, greatly alarmed, 


examines his clothes. 


O Heaven! they are covered all over wich 
blood i thou art wounded — | 
ARSENNE Junior „ LAURA. 


The blood thou ſeeſt is not my own !—Alas f 
it is that of thy mother, thy uncle, of all thy 
neareſt relations! in a word, of all thoſe who 


aſſiſted me in defending them, 
LAURA, frriching. 
My mother what! her Age I- the * 
have murdered her 3 


ARSENNE Junior, 
Before theſe eyes! 


EVRARD running to and fro upon the rage like a madmgr. 
Heaven My mother Revenge, revenge! 1 


ARSENNE E fall down by LAURA. 
Every moment brings us horrors We e 
Where are we, unhappy wretches ? Has 
ſome . inviſible hand caſt ys into the Wen of 
Demons? 


"ARSENNE 1 


This abominable court, this everlaſting plague 
of the nation, has projected the crime. Paris 
ſwims i in blood ! Our brethren are murdered ! Their 

| aſſaſſins 
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aſſaſſins triumph, trample on their bleeding 
bodies, &c. 


1 EV IAR D. 
'Go 0n—my fury is calmed——ſpeak, 105 
hear thee. 
ARSENNE Junior. 
7 heir deteſtable feſtivity concealed the murder. 


In Ggning the peace they ſigned our death. Baſe 
miſcreants ! The evening before they offer us the 
hand of 'friendſhip, they wiſh us a good repoſe ; 
we fall aſleep; they break open our doors ; they 
awake us by piercing our hearts. 


E VRAR D. 
And how haſt thou been reſtored to us? 


ARS E NN E Junior. 


1 don't know. —Through the flambeaux, the pole 
nards, the murderers, the ſtreams of blood, the 
heaps of extended ſlain, that barred. the paſſage, 
the horror and the confuſion of that dreadful night, 
Fer miraculouſly eſcaped the ſtroke. ö 


EVRARD. | 
f And thou only waſt able to clap .— ur 
_ N M 7 


-ARSENNE Junior, in @ tone of deſpair. _ 
What imputation —Aſk me rather, wky there 
remain any inhabitants in that town ?—Death was 
| every 
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every where. oppoſe the aſſaſſins, I find my- 
ſelf thrown down amongſt the dying, and mingle 
amongſt the dead. I had loſt all ſenſation; they 
left me for dead; but coming to myſelf again, I 
roſe like one out of the grave of my relations, I 
wandered thro* the town. The bloody weapon 1 
bore in my hand, my hair ſtanding on end, my 
clothes ſtained with blood and duſt, made me to be 
| looked upon as one of the aſſaſſins.— In ſhort, 
| haſtening my wandering ſteps; I paſſed the diſtance 
that ſeparated me from you. 


(He ſinks down again overwhelmed with grief.) 
LAURA # SUZANNA: 
Spare all this fruitleſs help, and do not endea- 
' your to reanimate this wretched body. 
ARSENNE Junior, after ſome filence. 


Am I really removed from the fight of thoſe 
tnonſters ? My ideas grow confuſed I am not 
myſelf—the pale mangled victims of their ferocity 
purſue and ſurround me I ſee them ſtill (weep- 
ing )! Ah! my father! it is too much to ſurvive. 


LAURA. 


Thou art in our arms, my dear huſband ! I have. 
| ho mother more—Alas ! vouehſafe to live for me. 


ARSENNE Junior. 


'To live after what J have ſeen 1 an 
ſaw ' ſt not that horrid night. You did not hear the 


. ; raging. 
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raging cries of the murderers mixed with the 
dying cries of my relations. Thine ear witneſſed 
not their woeful ſighs. You did not ſee them lay 
their hands on their wounds, bathing them in their 
blood, and ſtretch them out to the eye of Heaven, 
imploring vengeance as they fell: I flew to Coli 
ny's, willing to die by that great man, or at Kad 
to rally there our diſperſed party. They threw 
down his mangled body from the windows. Guiſe 
trampled on his grey hair. His impious troop in- 
ſulted the breathleſs e of the moſt honourable 
of mank ind. 


ARS EN N E Senior, with enthuſiaſm. 
Senſeleſs fury impotent fury His foul 
exalted with glory was already in heaven. But 
name thoſe who guided theſe unbridled mur- 
derers | — 


ARSENN-E Junior. 


At their head marched thoſe emiſſaries of Rome, 
let looſe from their ſolitary retreats, monſters of 
hell, fed on the poiſons of Italy. A cruel joy ani- 
. mates their eyes. With one hand they mark out 
the victims with a crucifix, and with the other 
they plunge the poignard in their hearts. In the 
name of God and the King they quicken the flow 
hand of the 'murder. They lift up their bloody 
hand to bleſs him who murders 'moſt. They 
raile — they encourage the arm, which ſinks leſa 


fatigued 


4 
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fatigued with aſſaſſinations. I have ſeen even 
children, excited by the example, cut the throats of 


other children aſleep 1 in their cradles “. 


EVRARD, wandering to and fro upon the Hage. 
What a picture! God of vengeance ! and does 
thy thunder ſleep ? 


ARSENNE Junior. 


I coafted the Seine. Her waters red with blood 
rolled many a mangled corpſe in their ſtream. I 
paſs before the Louvre. What a ſpeQtacle! An 
immenſe multitude with groans and cries of deſ- 
pair implored an aſylum at the King's palace-gates. 
— Their moanful clamours, pitiable cries, have 
reached the ear of the Sovereign without moving 
his ſoul.— What do I ſay? There the murderers 
marched with a more triumphant air; there the 
multiplied flambeaux diſplayed an ampler ſcene 
of carnage. The blood of ſubjects. ſtreams be- 
neath the unmoved eye of their Monarch. The 
lances and pikes of the ſoldiers overturn and tear 
to pieces the defenceleſs people; whilſt Charles 
and his barbarous brother + from their balcony 


with cruel ſport aided the purſuits of death after 


* Children of ten years old killed children in the cradle, 
Theſe facts are not invented, Woe to him who could 
imagine them ! They are but too well atteſted by all the Me- 
moirs of the Time. 

I have read theſe very words i in the Manuſcript Memoirs of 
os Felibien des Avaux, which he has extracted from the 


F | _ thoſe 


% 


and laughed at it fo loud, that he was heard below.” 


| 
| 
B 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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thoſe that fled, and fired at the unhappy wretches 

imploring their proteſiion; as at the beaſt of the 

foreſt. | | 
ARSENNE Senior. 


Stop — ſpare me had rather die on Wy ſpot, 
than hear any more of it. 


ARSENNE Junior, 


Ah! my father! —Ah ! my friends !—If in theſe 
horrid moments I had not thought on you, on 
my tender partner, Heaven is my witneſs, I ſhould 

have periſhed, but we all ſhould have been avenged. 


ARSENNE Senior. 
And what wouldſt thou have done ? 


ARSENNE Junior, diftrafed. 


What would I have done? Thro' the ſpears and 
the guards that ſurrounded him, I would have— 
But a ſtronger voice told me, that I owed myſelf 


Memoirs of Mr. Poullain, Lieutenant-General of the provoſt- 
ſhip of the Iſle de France, author of the Verbal Proceſs contain- 
ing the Hiſtory of the Ligue under Henry III. Henry Duke 
* of Anjou, who ſucceeded Charles IX. under the name of Henry 
III. and the Duke de Guile, in the orders which they ſent to 
* the provinces, commanded that neither old men, nor pregnant 
women, nor children hanging at the breaſt, ſhould be ſpared, 
« Henry had. the honour of murdering ſeven perſons with an 
1 arquebuſs out of one of the windows of the Louvre, which is 
*< the fifth from the area of the Louvre, counting from the petit 
* port de la reine; and his brother Charles IX. killed three, 
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to you three: I grew weak, and, abandoning the 
cauſe of my unhappy fellow-citizens, I fled. 
ARSENNE Senior. 
Ah! my ſon, what ſayeſt thou ? Leave, leave all 
vengeance to God; to him alone it belongeth. 


. Tho' Juſtice may be flow, ſhe will deſcend more 
terrible. 


EVRAR D, vehemently. | 

Heaven keeps filence—vengeance is committed 
to us. (with @ gloomy tone) King, Prieſts, Mini- 
ſters, Princes, Courtiers, they have all had a hand 
in this execrable plot—And they are our leaders 
(after ſome filence) My friends, you have been told, 
the prieſts themſelves have given the ſignal of the 
maſſacre——the ſtroke comes from Rome. Me- 
dicis had breathed the air of that climate — She 
| has tranſported into ours crimes unknown till now 
— Shall we leave ſuch horrid deeds unpuniſhed ?— 
Shall we ſtay, till they are renewed ?—We have 
here one at leaſt of thoſe fanatick chiefs, who 
have changed man into a wild monſter. 
ARSENNE Junior, ſeated. 


At the-tapers of the altar * have lighted the 
torch of murder. 


My blood boils, it burns to ſacrifice them 


ARSENNE Junior, riſing ſuddenly, flaring at Evrard, and 
OO ſeizing his hand. 
Well! let us re =) death by death, and 
let the moſt guilty fall firſt. | 


F 2 LAURA. 
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L AURA, parting them, and ruſhing in between, 

Ah! rather think how to ſave yourſelves. —Doſt 
thou forget for whom Heaven has preſerved thee ? 
Behold thy father! behold thy wife !—Let us fly, 
before the ſtorm ſpreads farther—who knows, but 
It might reach us ? Uſeleſs courage is a raſh im- 
prudence Believe, that without thee ſo many 
crimes will not remain unpuniſhed. Commit the 
care of it to that Supreme Avenger, who has 
counted the groans of all the victims. 

ARS E NN E Sen. : 

J approve it Above all, thou oweſt thyfelf to 
thy wite, and thou art not thine own maſter. Fly, 
fly with her. Go, and take no reſt, till you are in 
188 will join you very ſoon. 
| L AURA. 

We will not leave you a ſingle moment, my fa- 
ther! We cannot believe ourſelves in ſafety, if 
Wy don't partake it. 

* ARS EN K E Senior 

Don't think about me — Ah!] what have I to 
loſe ? A few wretched days, which are leading me 
to the grave. Depart, I tell you; take the route 
to England. Quit for ever this horrid country, 
which Fanaticiſm gelogen with the blood of her 
worthieſt citizens. | 

ARSENNE Junior. 
You judge flight neceſſary, and ſhalt we fly 
alone? and ſhall we leave here our brethren diſtreſſ- 
* | ed, 
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ed, uncertain, trembling in their own houſes, the ſword 
impending over their heads ? No—t will be 
the laſt to depart. I am concerned in the ſafety 
of them all, and it is as dear to me as my own. 


ARS EN N E Senior. 


We will each of us take a different route, and 
meet on the coaſts; we will follow you one after 
another, and 

ARSENNE Junior, interrupting him. 


Miſery makes vs all equal, my father! and 
danger muſt be ſhared. Is it juſt in theſe dreadful 
moments to ſeparate one's own cauſe from that of 
one's friends ?—No—go. I have ſeen my relations 
fall, I can die too.— Be it your taſk to depart with 


my wife and Suzanna ; their ſex and your age ars 
a privilege; but for me — 


S WEN XT 
The former, with CLEVARD, and a great many 
other PROTESTANTS entering with him, 
| CLEVARD ix à ſad and plaintive voice. 
My unhappy friends ! this is our laſt day alſo— 
| ARSENNE Junior. 
. Clevard, what do you tell us ? 
CLEVARD t ARSENNE Junior, 


Alas ! thou haſt made thy eſcape from Paris 
only to fall with us to-day. The fury of our ene- 


mies 


8 
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mies does not confine itſelf to the capital. Tt 
extends itſelf all over France. We are everywhete 
proſcribed ®. This unhappy town muſt undergo the 
ſame fate. It is a general conflagration, in which 
we muſt all periſh. | 

LAURA. 


ö But why do we ſtay Let us fly, let us all 
be together. 


CLEVARD. 


Ah! Madam, if flight were poſſible, I ſhould be 
here no longer. The gates of the town are juſt 
now ſhut. The roads are covered with ſoldiers. 
The garriſon is under arms, and have poſſeſſed 
themſelves of the walls. Don't you hear the 
Pound of the drums, and the redoubled ſounds of 

the bells? All this announces death. 1 5 


Multitude of PROTESTANTS. 
Alas! where ſhall we fly? (They expreſs their 
fear aud diſtreſs by ſeveral ſighs.) 


Charles IX. authorized the maſſacre of the provinces in 
his own name. It was horrible at Meaux, at Bourges, at Or- 
leans, at Lions, at Toulouſe, at Rouen, without mentioning 
the little towns, beroughs, and caſtles, where the Seigneurs 
themſelves were not always ſecure againft the fury of the in- 
cenſed populace. The corpſes rotted on the ground without 
burial; and ſeveral rivers were fo infected with the bodies thrown 
into them, that thoſe who inhabited. near their banks, could 


not for a long time either taſte their waters, or eat their fiſh- 
| Lis de la Ligue, tom. IT. 


CLEVARD, 


MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW, 33 


CLEVARD. 

The Catholic churches are open. They reſort thi- 
ther as on ſome ſolemn day. I have paſt cloſe by them, 
and have, read our ſentence in their looks.—O ye 
friends, whom one faith has united and collected to 
gether, what will become of us ? 


ARSENNE Jun, arming himſelf, and every one imi- 
tating him. 


To arms ! to arms! Let us talk no more of 
fight. Let us ſell our blood dearly. But where 
ſhall I hide thee, my dear wife ?——How ſhall I 
ſcreen thee from their ſtrokes? 


L AU RA armed, flanding near her Huſband. 
Well! I will ſhew myſelf equal to their furies. 
They ſhall ſee, how it is When a woman fights 
for him ſhe loves. 
E VR AR D armed. 
I will defend you all to my laſt gaſp. 


AS EENN E weeping, to his Father. 
But you my father, you, alas ! what ſhall be your 
lot ?—Your arm weakened by years is no more the 
ſame, that has diſtinguiſhed itſelf in battle. ſhi- - 
ver at this idea! A dreadful trembling ſeizes me 


ARS EN N E Sen. nobh. 
Il I will not condeſcend to arm myſelf againſt baſe 
aſſaſſins. Let them imbrue their hands in my blood; 
let them deliver me from day-light, which they 
have rendered: odious to me I conſent, —Thy 
hand 
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hand at leaſt will cloſe my eyelids. * I do not, how- 
ever, intirely approve this defence, tho' lawful, my 
ſon! We may deal death to them, but ſhall not 
ayoid it ourſelves. I would chule rather to wait, 
and receive the ſtroke like Coligny. 


ARSENNE Jun. in a doleful voice. 

Like Coligny i ? O God! what name have you 
pronounced ? — That increaſes my fury, or rather 
it enlightens me. (Throwing away his /word) No, 
I want this weapon no more. Weak and impotent 
aid, I renounce thee. (in @ calmer tone) 1 alone will 
avenge you all, my friends; I feel in myſelf alone 
the power of terrifying and with- holding your mur- 
derers.—Heaven ! if thoy haſt preſerved my lite, I 
acknowledge it at laſt; it is for another example 
and I owe it to the world. 


EVRA RD 
Friend! what deſign haft thou ? 


(Arſenne anſwers nothing. He covers bis face 
with beth bis hands, wandering to aud fro on 


the frage.) 
8 S 


The former. MENANCOUR SE. 
MENANCOURT, running in with _— fright 


and preci pitation. 


Alas ! where ſhall we find an ylum ! What 


God will vouchſaſe to protect us? J join your 
party but to die. 
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LAURA, 

Ah! :Menancourt ! 

" MENANCOURT. 

We cannot eſcape from them. They keep us 
ſhut up like vile herds deſtined to the ſlaughter. 
Fear not, that they will come this moment. They 
know well, how to ſurpriſe us, without hazard- 
ing any thing. They will wait for midnight. 
Then the ſignal will be given. Aſſailed by num- 
bers, burnt in our own houſes, all will be ſoon 


Over with us. 


LAURA. 


Let them but ſtrike me, and I will bleſs- the 
ſtroke. 
| MENAN-COU-RT. 
Not one of us will be ſpared. 


Multitude of PROTESTANTS. 

Alas! then we have only to preſent our throats 
to be cut by theſe ſatellites of hell; armed againſt 
the true believers. ( ſurrounding Arſenne ſenior.) 
What part muſt we take in theſe extremities, 
moſt reſpectable Arſenne? 

ARS E NN E Sen. ſobbing. 

Await death in prayer, my children, and re- 
ceive it like martyrs, Our brethren from heaven 
ſtretch out their arms to receive us 


PROTESTANTS. 


How happy are thoſe, who have ſlept in W 
graves before theſe days of horror! 
G MEN AN 
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MENANC OU RT. 


The biſhop triumphs; he called round about 
him thoſe hypocrites, who preach peace, and 
whoſe hearts breathe nothing but rancour; they 
all defire the death of thoſe, whom they cannot de- 
lude, or corrupt. 


ARSENNE Jun. rag binſef. 
Go on, Menancourt; go on. 


MENANCOURT. 

Thy run from houſe to houſe to ſharpen the 
poignards deſtined for us. They applaud theſe 
horrid crimes. With the voice of murder they 
pronounce the name of God. They frighten 
with the anathemas of Rome thoſe, who migar yet 
lien to the dictates of humanity. 

ARSENNE Jun. drawing his poignard with nt 
| emotion. 

T hat is too much. — Ve ſee this ! Alt 
will render you juſtice.—It is doing too much 
honour to theſe aſſaſſins to fight with them. Evrard, 
come along with me. - 


E VR A R D, with tranſport. 
I I will follow thee any-where. 


ARS ENNE Jun. fl! in the ſame diforder. 

I will ſeize the chief of theſe barbarous prieſts 
beneath his pontificals he ſhall feel the poignard 
in-that heart, which thirſts for our blood. It my 
arm ſhould ſlacken—— 


EVRARD. 
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EV RAR D. 
1 underſtand thee ! 


ARSENNE Jun. 
Why can I not with the ſame ſtroke exterminate 
all bis miniſters ? 


ARSENNE Senior. 
Good God !—My fon ! — What horrid E — 
hear me !— 


ARS EN N E Junior. 
If you had ſeen them, as I did on that bloody 


night, your hands would be OR in their 
hearts. 


EVR ARD, taking — Jun. by the hand, 
I will have the honour of the firſt ſtroke. 


L AUR A to her Huſband. 
Stop—Revenge miſguides thee, —Stop and think 
that in this unhappy womb there is perhaps a ſon 

that thou wilt deprive of a father. 


ARSENNE Jun. d/irafed with wif 
Let him die there; let him never ſee day-light 
it is better than to breathe the ſame air with theſe 
monſters, —For what ſhould he be born ?—Life is 
a fatal gift, which I curſe and deteſt, 
| L AURA. 
O God! 
ARSENN E Junior. 
I live no longer for him. — I live no longer for 
thee.— 
T G 2 LAURA. 
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L A URA, with a free ſwitch. 
Barbarous man! Is it chou, that ſpeakeſt ? 


ARSENNE Senior, 
My ſon ! 

LAUR A, at bis knees, 
Feel ſome compaſſion for a mother, — 


A RS E NN E Jun. turning away bi face. 

I am dead to you all. I can liſten to you no longer, 
— My whole exiſtence centers in theſe two hands, 

thus armed for the common cauſe, 


L AU R A, withelding him by force. 
TI will not quit thee, cruel man! Thy ſenſes are 
diſtracted.— Suffer us to diſarm thee.—Thou hideſt 


a poignard.— will ſnatch it from thy hand, wert 
thou even to puniſh me with it. 


A R SENNE Jun. repelling her. 

What dareſt thou ſay ?-—Terrible—thou doſt 
not know—this poignard !—Death alone ſhall wreſt 
it from theſe hands. —Ir is an eternal monument of 
the crime—moſt precious blood has engraved on 


this blade in ſuch indelible characters. 
| LAURA. 
Ihou makeſt me tremble. — Precious blood love 
all mine 1s chilled— | 


ARSENNE Junior. 


Wretched woman | dareſt thou aſk it bal] drew 
it 
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it reeking from a dying mother's boſom. My 
arm muſt plunge i It again 


LAURA. 


I die. 
EVRARD, endeavouring to wreft the poignard fr:m bim, 
It belongs to me. —Yield, yield it to me. 


ARSENNE Junior, with a terrible geflure. 
No, I will keep it; it is mine. —The cruel men! 
—Let us go !—they have ſufficiently inſtructed me 
how to aſſaſſinate. 


LEV NAX 
I am no longer myſelf !—Where are the 3 
rous men? The innocent blood of my relations cries 


to me, Strike.—In each of thoſe prieſts 25 run to 
facrifice one of their aſſaſſins. 


ARS ENNE Senior, oppoſing his 1 
Le ſhall go not a ſtep further, my children, un- 
leſs you deſpiſe my dying words. 


EV RA 


Detain us not. In our turn we will come back 
all covered with their blood. 


A RS EN N E Senior, reach to ſinł under the attempt. 


Stav ! — What! will you ſee me expire at your 
feet? No, I will not riſe again, unleſs you hear 
my intreaty. (his children liſt him up, not without 
ſigns of impatience and fury.) Lend your ear to an 

old man, who approaches his laſt hour—Grief will 
: waſte 
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_ waſte the reſt of * days.— I feel your tranſports 
and your deſpair; but anſwer me, my ſons! To 
what purpoſe is revenge? Will it reanimate the 
- aſhes of thoſe, who are no more? Alas ! it will 
only kindle the fury of our executioners. The 
frong cruſhes the weak, and ſmiles ſtill at his im- 
Potent temerity.—Let us not imitate the cruel Ca- 
tholics ; let us leave to them the uſe of the poig- 
nard; and if we needs muſt chuſe to be either mur- 
derers, or victims, let us rather die, than deſerve 
the name of homicide. Heaven at this moment 
darts into my breaſt a ray of its light; it enlightens 
me; it inſpires me; it gives me a juſt confidence; 
and I am going to aſtoniſh thee, — That prelate, 
on whom thou would'ſt lay thy deſperate hands, 
ſhares not the madneſs of his ſet. Fame attributes 
to him gentle and benevolent virtues. Who 

knows, but, far from being barbarous, he may be, 


on the contrary, merk, juſt, humane, compaſ- 
ſionate. 


ARS EN NE Junior. 
Hel- an agent of Rome !—humane l com- 
paſſionate ! — ah 
ARS ENN E Senior, 

My dear ſon ! It is after ſcenes of carnage, that 
the ſoul grows mere calm, ſees the horror of the 
crime, and trembles to purſue it. The terror of 
the paſt then ſeizes the hearr, and preſerves the 
laſt melons. Wet us aſſemble in the biſhop's palace. 


The 
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The holineſs of the place ſhall be our defence. 
There is the abode of peace. There armed ſoldiers 
never appear; That is the only aſylum from vio- 
lence in this city. If it breaks out againſt us, it 
will always be time enough to defend ourſelves. 


ARSENNE Junior. 

Yes, it will be time enough, when your blood 
guſhes out upon me, when falling down you ſhall 
ſtretch forth to me your feeble and trembling hands. 
.—What! you would have me ſee my wife, my 
friend, yourſelf murdered ? If Heaven approves me 
not, may it vouchſafe to withdraw you from their 
fight!—Yes, great God, my arm is ready to ſtrike, 
thou alone canſt diſarm it! Let thy thunder reduce 
me to duſt, before I commit what could diſpleaſe 
| thee; but at this moment I look on myſelf as the 
inſtrument of thy vengeance ! | 


ARSENN E Senior. 


Blind youth ! open thy eyes. Who watched over 
thee during the horror of the maſſacre? Who has 
: ſnatched thee from amidſt the dead, but this fame 
God, whoſe mercy thou now abuleſt ? Is it not his 
inviſible and powerful hand, that has hitherto guid- 
ed thy ſteps? And thou wilt rely no more upon his 
compaſſion, ungrateful man ! upon that compaſſion, 
which has ſo manifeſted itſelf in thy favour. That 
God, who has extended to this term my deplorable 
years, can ſuſtain our life in-the midſt of murder- 

ers. Their poignards will fall before us, as they 
. fell 
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fell before thee. Go, that God, who looks vpon 


us, eannot have reunited our wretched family in 
order to cruſh | it at one ſtroke. 


EVRARD. 


Let us liſten no longer to the language of timid 
old age. You ſpeak of moderation, my father, 
when we are ſurrounded by furious tygers.—W hat 
meaſures are to be kept in ſuch extreme peril ? 
The aſſaſſin boaſts his courage in the face of op- 
poſition. Shall we fall like our brethren? They 
were ſurpriſed; we are not Shall we offer our bo- 
ſoms to the murderers, who will laugh at our 
weakneſs ; and ſhall we give them occaſion to ſay, 
that we can only tremble and lick the duſt ?-No : 
Deſpair will invigorate our arms. — But this is 
talking too much. Every thing is permitted after 
this horrid violation of the laws, (Going to Laura) 
Siſter, I bid thee the laſt farewell. —Thou knoweſt 
whom I go to revenge. 


LAURA, making an effart to riſe. 


My brother I Ala where do you intend to go 
without me? 


-ARSENNE Senior, in great offliftion. 
Ah ! they no longer liſten to me, my daughter ! 
they hear me no more. — They are going to be as 
furious as the Catholics ; they will kindle the wrath 
of Heaven. ( Seizing bis ſon who was going out) Dread 
thyſelf, dread thyſelf, wretched man! Arſenne, my 
ſon! — chou wilt then juſtify them by rhy imitation, 
ARSENNE 
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ARS ENNE Junior, recoiling with ſurpriſe. 
I, juſtify them |! 
ARSENNE Senior, with 4 noble ſimplicity. 
Yes, thou reckoneſt innocence for nothing - thou 
haſt only ſentiments of ſanguinary rage. God will 
turn away his eye from thee, and thou ſhalt die a 
criminal. —But believe not, that I will abandon 
thee. My ſtrength will be renewed to ſnatch that 
poignard from thee.—At the very moment thou 
thinkeſt to ſtrike, I will lock thee in my arms, I 
will cry to thee, THOU ART NO LONGER A CHRIS= 


TIAN; and tearing thee from thy dreadful delirium, 
I ſhall preſerve thy virtue untainted. 
ARSENNE Junior, ſubdued. 

Ah! my father! my father! what is there in 
thy voice? Heaven II fink into your arms. — 
Pity me, pity my rage; it ſtill agitates and over- 
whelms my ſoul.— Lou are more calm than myſelf. 
Well! tell me what we muſt do, to ſave my 
wife, my friend; and yourſeif.——Say, and I will im- 
plicitly obey you.-—What hope can you give me? 
ARSENNE Senior, tenderly hilding him in his arths. 

The moſt certain and moſt agreeable for our 

preſent circumſtances. We muſt, as I told thee, 
take refuge in the biſhop's palace, and there all 
reunite, —Afſembled there, we ſhall find, if my 
heart does not deceive me, a man of peace, where 
we thought to find a barbarian. There our groans 
ſhall form but one voice, which ſhall aſcend a 

| H moving 


it is left us. I will reſtrain myſelf, 1 will ſubmit 
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moving prayer to heaven. There at leaſt we ſhall 
make the greateſt number ; and if we muſt periſh, 
we ſhall defend ourſelves with more ſtrength and 
Courage, fince all together we ſhall form but one 


famil 
& MENANCOURT. 


Prudence herſelf ſpeaks by the mouth of the 


ſage and virtuous Arſenne. Many of our bre- 


thren have already reforted to this palace as to an 
inviolable ſanctuary.— The biſhop, at our ſupplica- 


tions, may feel his heart moved. If, notwithſtand- 


ing our prayers and doleful cries, he refuſes us an 
aſylum ; if he rejects us beneath the ſword of the 


executioners; then no longer mercy ; let our hands, 


then armed, be equaily prompt and inexorable. 
But let us hide the ſword of vengeance, till we are 
compelled to ſtrike, Let us know how to mode- 
rate ourſelves; let us even diſſemble; otherwiſe 


their triumph would be eaſy, and our ruin certain, 


A PROTESTANT), raiſing his voice. 
This project ſeems the wiſeſt as well as the ſareſt, 


We will all follow'the ſame deſtiny. 


PROTESTANTS 
We embrace it, we embrace it. (To Arſenne 


junior, ſurrounding him) Friend, thou muſt accept 
it, and reſtrain thyſelf. ; 


ARSENNE Junior, in thar arms, | 
Yes, my friends! I will embrace this hope, ſince 
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to every thing for the general good. I will facri- 
fice my revenge, my life, to fave yours. But watch 
over what J hold the moſt dear —My father, my 
wife—in the name of love, ſtay here ! 

| LAURA, liveh. 

It is in vain—l can quit thee no more. 


ARSENNE Junior, throwing e F into ber arms, 
Ah! 
ARS ENNE Senior, with Ss 


Let us all go, and let us not. forget the virtue 
of a chriſtian, Hop R. Let it embrace our hearts 
with its divine conſolatory fire. Let us frighten 
our executioners, only by our firmneſs. Let us fall 
like martyrs, and not like aſſaſſins; and let us 
ſhewin dying, that We know there is another life, 
Let us raiſe our minds to Him, who looks down 
upon us from heaven! It is he who bridles the cru- 
elties of the wicked. If he protects us, we ſhall 
not periſn. 

Several PROTESTANTS. 

Let us addreſs our prayers to the Author of our 
lives—and let us remain reſigned to his eternal de- 
crees. (They all lift up their bands towards heaven.) 
ARSENNE Senior, his head uncavered and his hands 

Joined. 

0 God of mercies ! ſee this feeble flock, which 
has always walked in the way of thy laws. Suffer 
them not all to periſh in the moment of rage. Diſ- 
arm the enemies of our religion, tranſmitted to us 

RR, 


. 
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by our anceſtors, and which we will not abandon 
even at the peril of expoſing our lives for it a thou- 
ſand times.—Great God! in thy mercy look upon 
this faithful lock, which ſupplicates and adores 
thee. They hope in thee, they will ſing thy praiſes 
continually; they will bleſs thee, whether they ſhall 
fall by the hand of the executioners, or reviſit that 
temple, where they are wont to celebrate thy fa- 
vours and thy mercy. 


LAURA. 


O God! are my brother, my huſhand, and my 


father. 
ARSENNE Junior. 


O God ! vouchſafe to pardon my fury. I offer 
_ thee a penitent and contrite heart. —Save my wife, 
my father, and theſe generous friends! 


EVRARD. | 
O God! ſave my brother, and ſuffer me in thy 
mercy to die, 
PROTESTANTS. 


O God! ſave the virtuous Arſenne and all his 
family. 

: ARSENNE Senior. 

Great God ! let the ſtroke which threatens thy 
people fall upon me. Let me finiſh my long ca- 
reer, and let them praiſe thee on my grave. 

( Having embraced each other, exeunt.) - 


END or rn SECOND ACT, 


EI... = 
5 III. 
The Scene is 7he Biſhop's Palace, 


SCENE IL 


The Biſhop's Apartment. A Deacon at one. end of 
it, On one fide of the apartment is an eſcrutore, 
upon which are __— letters lying open. 


JEANHE NNUYE R, leaning with his right band 

en a deſks, and covering his face with the other; then lifts 

it up to Heaven, as he is beginning to ſpeak, A great 
Croſs muſt be ſet above the def. 


REAT God I- and they are CHRISTIANS ES 
Is this the pattern, thou gaveſt them in dying 
on the croſs? ( Kneeling down upon one knee) Ac- 

_ cept, O Lord, the bitterneſs, with which my ſoul is 
filled. I offer thee my tears for an expiation — The 
reſt of my life will be nothing but grief. (He remains 
ſome time in @ profound ſilence ;, then be ſighs, and af- 
ter praying again, be riſes) What a dreadful pic. 
ture What crimes! O Superſtition |! Cruel | 

Fanaticiſm, when wilt thou ceaſe profaning my ' 
holy religion? On the one ſide I behold the un- 

-believer, the hypocrite on the other—the ambi- 
tious impoſtor, who firſt corrupts the weak ſpirit, 
and then excites him to murder. O barbarous 

men 


$:-: 
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men l if revenge induced you to ſhed the blood of 
your brethren, what need was there to cover your 


wicked attempts with this reſpectable, this ſacred 
veil?—And ye Heads of nations, why are you not 
. Exalted in virtue above your people? You build 
your greatneſs upon great crimes, and ye do not 
ſee the everlaſting abyſs that opens itſelf under 
your feet. — O Medicis! — O Charles! Thou 
whom God has anointed my ſovereign ! what name 
will you leave upon the earth? — What rank will 
ye hold among poſterity? I tremble already to 
think of the puniſhment reſerved for you. Father 
of mankind! Father of mercy! ſpare them not 
in this world; let them be made a fearful exam. 
ple of thy juſtice ; but vouchſafe to preſerve 
them from everlaſting Pen . in the other, 
(He prays again.) 
A ſervant comes to ſpeak with the Deacon. He 
goes out and returns with the Grand Vicar 
Simon draws near, and tbe Biſhop riſes.) 


. 


HENNUYER. SIMON, Grand Vicar. 


SIM ON. 


My lord, the king's lieutenant is juſt come, and 
deſires to — with your Grace. 


| HENNUYER, 
Let him be ſhewn in. 
(He goes to receive him. Simon goes to the 
door, and orders the ſervant to open the folds 
ings. The reſt withdraw.) 
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8 C EN E M. 


HENNU YER. The KING's LIE U. 
TENANT. 


The KING's LIEUTENANT. 
My lord, I come to communicate to you the 
new orders, which the king our maſter has ſent 


us. a 
SS ENN UTE Ke 


| God preſerve him! What are his commands ? 


The KEING's LIEUTENANT. 
The King's order ſays expreſsly, that no Pro- 
teſtant ſhall make his eſcape out of the town. 


HENN UV E R, alarmed. 
What do I hear? 27 


The-KING's LIEUTENANT. 
The Proteſtants of Lizieux muſt follow thoſe of 
Paris. The ſentence of death is general. On this 
account I have taken precautions, and the gar- 
riſon is under arms. 
HEN NU YER. 
And the Court requites of me 


The K ING's LLEUTENNNT, 

Toꝰ aſſiſt me, for we muſt act unanimouſſy; to 
inſtruct your Clergy in what they ought to do; 
every one of your prick muſt aſcend the pulpit, 

preach 


| 

N 

| 

1 

| 

| 
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preach to the Catholics, and exhort them to be 
inexorable, and to regard no ties of blood, orfriend- * 


ſhip. In a word, every Huguenot muſt periſh on 
the very place he is found. 


HEN NU. ER. 
But in the letter his Majeſty has written us, he ac- 
quits himſelf of all that happened. He declares 
expreſsly, he never ſided with either party, 


The KEING's LIEUTENANT. 
The decree now is reverſed. His Majeſty de- 
clares Coligny guilty of a conſpiracy, to deprive 
him both of his crown and his life. His Majeſty 


expects to be ſerved with as much zeal here as 


he has been by his faithful ſervants at Paris. Theſe 
are his own words. | 


HENNUY E R. 
But, Sir, as the King has twice changed his 


mind, may we not expect a third change? And 
in a caſe of ſuch importance, would it not be ſerv- 


ing him moſt faithfully, to leave him room for re- 
flexion? 


The KING's LIEUTENANT. 
No, my Lord! This is a matter of religion, 
and concerns you in particular. Our projects muſt 


de unanimous. Wait a few hours, and this race 
of infidels will be no more, Our ſoldiers long to 


ſerve the cauſe of the Altar .and the Throne, and 
5 
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I believe, your prieſts will not be the laſt in the 
buſineſs, 
HENNUYER. 

None, Sir! Believe me, none of them will 
take part in this bloody treaſon, Charged with 
the ſalvation of eyery man, whom grace will reach, 
the prieſt can only pray for the converſion of thoſe, 
that are not yet called. It is only by lenity, mo- 
deration, and virtue, that we are allowed to con- 
vince them of the ſuperiority of our faith.— 1 
know no better means of converſion. 


The KING's LIEUTENANT, 


What you ſay now, my Lord, indeed, ſurpriſes | 
me. — Thus, far from approving the King's con- 
duct, you refuſe to obey the order he has ſent you, 


| HEN NUV ER. 
Yes, I am far from ſubſcribing the bloody deerce 
you bring me. 


The EING's LIEUTENANT, farprifed.”” 
Have you well conſidered it, my Lord ? 


HENNUYER. 
Yes, Sir, I have conſidered every thing. And 
pray, ſince when have councils and courts of ju- 


dicature decided, that we muſt pierce the heart of 
him, that does not think like ourſelves? 


Tue KING” 8 LIEUTENANT, 


| But do you reflect then, my Lord, that by ſo 
1 8 forma 
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formal a diſobedience you will make peng guilty 
of high treaſon ? 


HENNUYER. 


tere, 1 fhould become guilty of it, by not 
defending his ſubjects againſt himfelf. 


The KING's LIEUTENANT. 

Pray, my Lord, conſider the danger to which 
you are expoſing yourſelf. —This is the order for 
myſelf, —and there is yours. Read 

HENNUYE R, with @ noble indignation. 

I refuſe to accept it, I tell you.— The order 
ſeems to me unjuſt, horrid, abominable, 
The KING's LIEUTENANT, 

B it our province to examine the Sovereign's 
orders? God: has ſer him upon the throne ; he 
governs by him. To him alone he is anſwer- 


able for his actions; they have no other judge chan 
| God himſelf, 


H E NNUYE AZ 
The A who ſays, he is only anſwerable to 
God, ſays in other words, he is not anſwerable 
to any body at all; for by not acknowledging the 
laws, he refuſes to er the Author of - 
all Juſtice, 


The KING” 8 LIEUTENANT, 
Our duty is to obey. We are not accountable 
for he good, or the evil that may happen. Our 
orders 
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orders being executed, we are diſcharged of the 
reſt, If every ſubject muſt needs weigh the So- 
vereign's reaſons, what will become of his autho- 
rity ? | 
 "HENNUYER | 
This way of reaſoning may well become an ar- 
my in the field, or in battle- array, before the ene- 
my. As each individual ſoldier forms together 
with his fellow-ſoldiers but one whole, of which 
the general is the head and the ſoul, the moment 
decides, and the will of individuals is no more. But 
anſwer me, Sir : Suppole an order ſent to a regiment . 
to attend another of the ſame corps, and to turn 
their arms againſt their fellow- citizens; I believe 
you would ſuppoſe it to be a miſtake, a moment of 
error, of confuſion, of intoxication, and for aught 


I know, each individual would very conſcienti- 
ouſly diſpenſe with killing his neighbour. It is 
the ſame to-day. A fanatic frenzy has ſeized the 
| Court of Charles. Take care not to confound this 
violent and tranſitory criſis with the fundamental 
| laws of the monarchy. Theſe may be forgotten, 
but they retain their force, becauſe they agree with 
- conſcience, honour, and reaſon ; differing very much 
of courſe, from that furious and extravagant order, 
which offends them all. The principle then that 
has dictated it, being abſurd and cruel, this wild 
exertion of the will*ought to be conſtantly oppoſed 
by every good citizen. e 
1 8 


- 
* 
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The KING's LIEUTENANT. 
My Lord, I don't admit theſe diſtinctions, nor 
do I ſet up for reaſoning ſo profoundly. 
| HENNUYER. | 
Tou need not reaſoning profoundly to feel, that 


you are a man and a Chriſttan, before you are a 


ſubject; that the monarch, who is a tranſient being, 
is not the country; that there are limits, which the 


royal power cannot tranſgreſs, without making the 


ſubje& the mott vile inſtrument of ſervitude ; that 


eternal principles of juſtice have been ſown in the 
heart of man to advertiſe him, when he ought to 


obey ar to reſiſt. Thefe are ſanguinary decrees, 


wbieh the Divinity itſelf (if it was poflible ſuch 
could proceed from thence) could not ger 


adopted by a juſt man. — What! ſhall Charles, .a 
youth of twenty years old, order prelates of ſixty, - 
and brave old officers, to murder at his nod a hun- 
dred thouſand of their fellow-citizens ? and we, 
Rifling all equity, all natural light, bathe ourſelves 
in their blood? If Charles ſhould change his mind, 
and command us to follow the worſhip of thoſe 
he has now declared Outlaws, then we ſhould by 


the ſame principle be obliged to abjure the former 


faith of the Church, and to neglect the ſalvation of 


our ſouls.— Humanity, believe me, has rights long 
Prior to thoſe of Royalty. He who ceaſes to ſpeak 


as a man, can command no more as a king. We 
ought then, Sir, to ſerve our young monarch by 
| diſobeying 
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diſobeying him; and I ſhould not be ſurpriſed 'at 
all, if to-morrow he puniſhed with death thoſe, 
who ſhould have been baſe enough to haften the 
execution of ſuch orders, ; 


The KING's LIEUTENANT. 


Suffer me, my Lord, to avoid entering into theſe 
details. It would be as uſeleſs as it is dangerous 
to regard them. Side with me, my Lord, I be- 
ſeech you for the laſt time.—I ſhall be obliged to 
ſend a complaint againſt you: don't ruin yourſelf. 
— This affair may have worſe conſequences than 
you think. Let theſe unhappy Huguenots under. 
go their fate. The king only prevents their furies. 


HENNUYER. 
O God! it is not enough to commit the crime; 
muſt they endeavour to juſtify it? Tou have heard 
me enough, Sir, to make your report. Believe. 
me, nothing ſhall ever make me change my an- 


ſwer. —If one ſpark of humanity is left you, learn | 
to think like myſelf. 


The KING's LIEUTENANT. 


I am a Roman Catholic, my Lord, and I glory 
init. I obey my religion. Does ſhe not always 
teach us to obey our ſovereigns, whoever they may 
be? Has ſhe not decided that they have the power 
of the ſword , Has ſhe not forbidden the ſubject 
to judge of the monarch's intentions, or of the 
means he may think it convenient to employ ? 
wen 


ry 
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When the eldeſt | ſon of the Church riſes againſt 
the heretics, he eſtabliſhes his glory, and his vin 
becomes a ſacred law. | 

H E N N WU-Y--& R. 


You are in an error, I tell you—This is a work 
of violence, perfidiouſneſs, and villany. Then 
you would deſtroy and ruin your country, if the 
monarch commanded it? The true criterion of the 
law is the general conſent of the nation; and 
fince when have the people choſen for them- 
ſelves an arbitrary, deſpotic king? Since when 
have they inveſted him with the power to cut their 
* TQhroats with their own ſwords? If he reigns over 
them, it is only to defend them againſt their ene- 
mies, to maintain harmony and concord within 
the realm, to wake when they ſleep, and not to 
diſpoſe of their lives according to his caprice. 


The K IN G's LIEUTENANT. 
But if he has criminal ſubjects to puniſh— 
HENNUYER. 


If he has that misfortune, a general cry muſt 
prove the crime, and witneſs againſt the criminals. 
*Tis eaſy to know the Public Voice; ſhe makes her- 
ſelf heard; ſhe thunders over the diadem. There 
is no excuſe for a Sovereign, who ſhuts his ears 
againſt her. Let him not ſign the ſentence even 
then, till he reads it written in the eyes of thoſe men 
of the law, who have conſecrated themfelves to 
juſtice, and whoſe virtues and labours have long 

gained 
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gained them the confidence of the nation: he muſt 
be. jealous of himſelf, and, above all, that hidden 
ambition, which covets greater authority. If he 
contemns theſe auguſt forms, this tribunal as uſeful 
to himſelf as to others, he falls into a thouſand 
dangerous errors. His power becomes an enor- 


mous tyranny, and thoſe, who execute "| are but 
his accomplices. 


The KING's LIEUTENANT. | 

Your refuſal is formal — you will pleaſe to ſign - 
it, my Lord——1 muſt act according to rule. 

HENNUYER, taking à pen. 

Yes, I will ſign it, and with my blood, if it be 
required, (He lakes, the order, locks it over, lifts 
up his eyes to heaven fighing) Shall I believe my 
eyes? What a monument for polterity Spare 
neither old men, nor women with child, nor chil- 
dren hanging at the breaſt ! ——May God, who 
holds the king's heart in his hand, change it! 
(He writes, riſes, and tcking the order which be 
gives to the King's Lieutenant) There, Sir, would 

to God, that he, who has ſent it, may throw it 
into the fire on receiving my anſwer! 


(The King's Lieutenant 1 locking upon the 
Biſhop as a loſt mar,) © 


$CEN E ' 
HENNUYER. SIMON. 


SIMON, coming in haſte with a look of inquietude. 
Ah, my Lord! What have you done? You 


have too ſenſible a foul, Your humanity will ruin 
you. | | 
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What dareſt thou ſay ? Do you call it humanity 

not to murder the innocent ? 
S'I M O N, 

Well, what are they to you, that you mould ſa» 
crifice yourſelf for them? You are not anſwerable 
for their lives. Let the King's Council act. They 
mean to ſerve religion and ourſelves. Beſides, 
theſe outlaws are obſtinate hereticks, who br-athe 
nothing bur the ruin of our altars look 
upon this as a chaſtiſement ſent from Heaven. 

HENNU IEK. 

Do you think ſo, Sir ? I did not believe, 
there was: ſo near me one, that wears the ſacer- 
dotal garb only for the misfortune of others, and 
to the diſgrace of Gad's laws, Is this the lan. 
guage of the Apoſtles ? Where have you read theſe 
maxims ?-— Nothing is more injurious to reli- 
gion, nor more contrary to its ſpirit, than theſe 
exceſſes, clearly condemned by the Goſpel, whoſe 
firſt precept (you ought to know) is that of charity; 


and the ſecond, an obligation to extend it even to 


our enemies. — Go, and ſhut yourſelf up in my 
library, and there read our holy depoſit, meditate 
on this heavenly volume, and examine, whether 
Fanaticiſm could ever find aught there to authorize 
its furies ? —— Above all, ig you approach 
not the altar, before you can bring there a new 
heart,——You ſhall not fiir from my palace with- 
out my — ——2 will viſit your retirement, 

"ue 
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and ſet before your eyes the true principles of a 
law, you do not yet. underſtand. I thank God, 
however, for having thrown you in my way, that 
I may one day reconcile you to him. Thou needeſt 
my aid—go, and learn to repent. 


SIMON, in @ low wice. 


Yes, I repent; for by this affair I may loſe per- 
chance a rich benefice,  [Exit, 


-8$ C-2:N:R 
HENNUYER. The CURATES of LIZIEUX. 


The Curates appear at the end of the room. The 
Biſhop makes them a ſign to draw near. 


'HENNUYER, 


Wiſe Auguſtin, diſcreet Ceſario, and you, pious 
Sebaſtian, come near! Lou ſee my pains, you ſhare 
them. beheld your tears at the firſt recital of 
theſe mad cruelties, which you deteſt ; but God re- 
quires not barren tears; he demands actions. 
Go, and ſet our .churches open; invite there the 
Chriſtians 3 commend to them peace; forbid them 
murder and all violence. Above all things, preach 
penitence z repentance is neceſſary, Let every one 
proſtrate himſelf, and endeavour by earneſt prayer 
to diſarm the Divine Juſtice, ſo cruelly offended. 
Let them vie with one another, who ſhall make 
amends for moſt crimes, who ſhall ſhew the greateſt 


K . _ 
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charity to the -remainder of theſe unfortunate | 


victims. —Alas ! it ts only in the power of Heaven 
to avert ſo many evils. 


(The Curates Weed Zorbing to the Biſhop, 
retire.) 


S'CENE:VI. | 
 HENNUYER. SERVANT. 
DERV NT. 

My Lord'!' a croud of Proteſtants, men, wo- 
men, old men and children, have penetiated into 
the portico of your palace. They deſire 10 ſpeak 


to you. Their countenances are troubled. They 
even bear marks of deſperation, fear. 


HE NNUY E R, with ſbirit. 


They have nothing to fear from me; what ſhould 
1 have to fear from them? Go, and let my apart- 
ments be opened for them: tell them, that at all 
times I will protect them with all my power. — Let 


them come (with ſurprize) But the King's 
Lieutenant again! What wants he ? 


e 


. The Ke L [EUTENANT. | 


Db. kIN G' LIEUTENANT. 
1 T come back again. 


 HENNUYER. 


MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW, 6p 


HENNUYER. 
Well, Sir? | 


The K ING LIEUTENANT. 


There is yet time for you. to join me, and no- 
thing ſhall tranſpire. - I offer you a way that can- 
not ſhock your opinions— you ſhall ſuffer only, 
what you cannot prevent. 

NN 


What I cannot prevent What do you mean? 
Speak | 


The KING” 8 LIEUTENANT. 


I have conſidered. my commiſſion, and I find, 
that your diſobedience does not diſengage me; that 
1 ſhould be guilty in not having haſtened the exe- 
eution; I will — FI the eee * have 
e ready. | 


H E N N. YE R, with reſolution. 


And do you 3 that I will ſee this mut. 
facre without concern? You have flattered your- 
ſelf, that, contented with refuſing compliance by a 
few words, I ſhall. thus imagine myſelf quit to- 
ward my conſcience and the ſtate. —No, no, I am 
the paſtor, and will defend the flock. They have 
the ſame claims on my heart with the Catholics, 


and their temporal good does not concern me leſs 
than their ſpiritual. 


K 2 The 
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The KING's LIEUTENANT, fh 


You are miſtaken, my Lord ; my ſoldiers, I be- 
| lieve, are not under your command. 


HENNUYER. 


What do you ſay? I will command them in the 
name of a Biſhop, if not that of a Man will 
go and meet their ſwords——1 will ſhield the 
unhappy people with theſe holy garments—I will 
hold in my hands the God of clemency and peace, 
and then we ſhall ſee, we ſhall ſee, whether the 
profane wretches will proceed ; whether they will 
trample on their God and his Miniſter, that they 
may murder their brethren. (he goes and opens the 
door bimſelf to a number of Proteſtants. Arſenne 
Junior and Evrard are at their. head) Come, come, 
draw near, my friends; fear nothing, you are here 

under my protection. This palace is yours 
Henceforth it ſhall ſerve you for an aſylum, and, 
if neceſſary, for a "citadel. I will be anſwera- 
ble for your lives. (to ſeveral Prieſts, who are pre- 
_ fent) Bring ſome refreſhments. Let all the Cler- 
gy attend here at my call. Let them come here 
and defend theſe unhappy people. (t the Pro- 
teſtants) My brethren, it is not our Holy Religion 

that hates, that perſecutes you. She always loves 

you as children gone aſtray ; ſhe invites you, ſhe 
offers to receive you in her arms; ſhe teaches man- 
kind only to treat each other with kindneſs. A blind 
and barbarous * falſe reaſons of ſtate, may arm 


people 
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people againſt -your lives; but the true Catholie 
reclaims your violated rights. Far from making 
martyrs, he is only allowed to become ſuch. 


| ARSENNE Junior, 10 his father, 

What language, my father? How he aſtoniſnes 
me ! (to the Biſhop) What | will you pte us? 
You-? 

HENNUYER. 

I bluſh, that I ſhould have occaſion to defend 
you ;--and againſt whom ?—Continue in my palace, 
All the gold of the altars ſhall be melted to ſuſtain 
you there, if it be neceſſary; and the ſanctuary, 
| where the Holy of Holies repoſes, ſhall be your ſhel- 
ter againſt inhuman cruelty, till an anſwer is arrived 
from the Court, and the voice of Humanity is heard 
once more. | 


ARSENNE Junior, 1% his father. 


O God! is it poſſible ? Is this a Prieſt, who 
{peaks ſo ? 


ARSENNE Senior, 


Thou ſeeſt it, my ſon ! God inſpires him ; let us 
ever confide 1 in him. | 


HEN NU R. 
Hell at this moment gives the moſt terrible 


ſhock to Chriſtianity. (pointing to the Proteſtants) 
Alas! we were ready to haye embraced them in 
the ſame temple, they returning. to us, and 
in an unlucky moment all is on fire, —Woe, woe, 

| to 
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to thoſe who have ſaid, that to ſhed the blood of 
our fellow-creatures is to honour the Supreme 
Being! I come to give the lie to their horrid leſſons. 
True religion is benevolent; it repreſents God as 
the father of mankihd, and makes him beloved, that 
alt may adore him. | 
AR s E NN E Junior, afite. 

How pure, how affecting his morality ! 
The KING's LIEUTENANT, 1 te Biſhop, 

Thus you openly invite rebellion, and you raiſe 
theſe people againſt the throne, —Your zeal is in- 
diſcreet; my Lord; for I muſt tell you, that my 


orders go fo far as to take them away by force 
os.” 


ARSENNE Junior. 
You hear him, Father ! —Barbarous man | 


HENNUYER. 


12 ſoldier! My voice condemns you, in the 
name of the Lord. (ſtretching out his hands, and 
calling to the Proteſtants) Come, come, my chil- | 
dren, flock round me, draw near me—under theſe 
| Paternal hands you ſhall find ſafety.— (fo the King's 
Lieutenant) Lay down theſe unworthy arms; 
don't force me to wreſt them from your hands. — 
What! could you wifh to plunge them in the 


| hearts of theſe living men, whoſe eyes implore 
| 2 N88 ? 


£ 
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The KING's LIEUTENANT, raiſing his voices. 


Fou have aſſembled my victims Tou aſſiſt me 
by protecting them will come again directly. (s 
great noiſe is heard.) ) | 


ARSENNE Jun. ruſting with u fwnrd in his hand 
upon ibe King's Lieutenant. 3 
Periſh, barbarous man periſh. — 
(All the Proteſtants draw their fwards. ) 
'HENNUYER interpoſes to defend the King's Lieutenant. 
What are you doing, my friends ?—Cruel men! 
Top ; what would you do ? 
ARSENNE Junior, threatening. 
We would prevent this attack, and the death of 
theſe unhappy people, that ſurround me. . - 
The KING” LIEUTENANT. 
Whereiam I? _ = 5 
HENNUYER, fill mee the King's as 


Pierce this breaſt—1 will die content, if J can 
diſarm your revenge. 

ARSENNE Junior, 15 thoſe of bis de 
My friends! he is more than mortal !—I am a- 
ſhamed of my fury let us throw down our arms, 
and fall at his feet. (They fall all down at the 
Biſhop's feet, and there lay down their ſwords. Ar- 
ſenne Junior proſtrate) Hero of humanity! behold 
at thy feet thoſe ſwords, which, blind and furious, 
we deſtined for thee, before we knew thy worth 
PT ITY We 
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we ran like deſperadoes to give death, before we 
received it. Thy virtue diſarms us; (to the King's 
| Lieutenant) and to that alone, Sir, you owe yout 
life. 
| The KING's LIEUTENANT, 
What audaciouſneſs I tremble with rage. 


ARSENNE Senior, to the Biſhop. 
Humane Biſhop ! O forgive them !—Wandering 
by misfortune, they were loſt without you——In 
your words I hear the voice of our firſt patriarchs. 
—Ah! why do all the Heads of your Church not 
reſemble you ? Their virtues would have won us 

long ago. (be bows down.) 
| _HENNUYER. 


Riſe,. venerable old man !—A virtue that melts 
me, beams thro! all thy features.--Riſe, my brethren. 
What a triumph for my heart! O!] why are 
| you not children of my religion? (To the King's 

Lieutenant) See, Sir, what lenity produces on the 
one ſide, and violence on the other. Believe me, 
and yield. Too many crimes have already been 
committed. France has received a deep, and cruel 
wound, that will long bleed. How much has ſhe 
voluntarily loſt of her ſtrength and her glory ! 
And ſuch will be always the fruits of Intolerance z 
it brings every miſchief in it's train. 


The KING's LIEUTENANT. 
My Lord, I will ſet out this moment, os give 
the Court an account of what is paſling here. 


MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW. 73 


HENNUYER, 

Go, Sir, there you muſt be—On my fide, I will 
inform the Court likewiſe, tho' our intereſts ill 
accord. [ Exit the King's Lieutenant. 


SCENE VIII. 
The FORMER. PERSON S. 


H EN NUV ER. 


Unhappy people, that came hither to take ra- 
venge! Alas! I pardon your errors; but learn 
from me, and ever remember, that cruelty i is not 
to be ſubdu:d by cruelty, and that imitating 
Fanaticiſm will not flifle civil wars; for then it, 
ſpreads itſelf, and becomes more terrible and im- 
placable.—1 tremble, left the two * more ex- 
aſperated - 


ARSE N NE Junior. 
Pardon, auguſt deliverer, pardon Les, deſpair 
made me frantic. — Witneſs of the maſſacre of that 
horrid night, 1 breathed nothing but murder 


HREN NU YE R, with render concern, 

You are one of thoſe that have Feaped? ; You 
were 

ARS EN N E Junior, 

Yes, I was there - and there I ſaw all my fami- 
ly murdered. I ſaw hands conſecrated to the altars, 
(king his hands) but alas! very different from 
thole 1 touch now, imbrued in the blood of my 
Kindred. t have ſeen the ſmile of their horrid joy 

| * - anfult 


—— 


| 1 
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inſult the groans of the dying. They poiſon'd 
my heart with the tranſports of revenge. They, 
they conducted me to this palace, and * my 
arm againſt you and all yours. 


HENNU VER, covering his face. 


O night! curſed night! why can I not blot thee 
out of the memory of mankind But, no; exiſt, 
exiſt for ever, to make them tremble at themſelves, 
whilſt thou preſenteſt to them the bloody picture of 
their rage. O my Country ! my Religion! both 
ſo dear to my heart! who has let looſe upon you 


thoſe enemies, that tear your boſom, thoſe impious 
and furious miniſters | ? 


— 4 
* LEED = 


As E N N E Junior | 
They ſtill beſiege us; they will appear 40 — 


The King's Lieutenant at parting caſt a threatening 


look on us. He will arm his ſoldiers: paid for 
maſſacre, they dare not diſobey.—l will ſacrifice my 


revenge, my revenge that was ſo dear to me; but 
fave theſe women, theſe old men, theſe children, 


and the remainder will not dread the enemy's 


HENNUYER. 
I will fave you all. Here the King's Lieutenant 


dares not to undertake any thing. I will obtain 


from the Court a general protection. Theſe atro- 
cities are too ſhocking to human nature to be 


durable. Man c 92 eyes at laſt to the 
5 . | light. 
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light, Nature ſtrikes the moſt obdurate heart, 
and unavoidable remorſe emma them at her 
voice. | 

ARSEN N E Junior. 

. Remorſe! They! Ah! it is an illuſion of your 
generous heart, — Alas! we mutt periſh, notwith- 
ſtanding your interpoſition. (Some officers appear at 
the end of the room) They come; I ſee them; 
they come in troops; we are yndone! O! ſave. 
only my father, my wife — and I will bleſs you in 
my fall! 


HENN UV E R, -with reſolution, 
Take courage, take courage. 


Number of PROTESTANTS ſurrounding the Prelate. 

Save us! ſave us! We muſt all die! 
HENNUYER, | 

Baniſh, baniſh all fear I will anfwer for your 


lives. 
1 be Officers in à body.) 


22 


The MAJOR. 


We come to declare to you, my Lord, that 
not one of us will go to the projected execution; 
the ſervice required of us can only be exerciſed ' 

againſt the enemies of the King and the realm. © 
| "RM Write 


70 HENNUYER: on, THE 
Write to the Court in our name; tell the King, 


his army wants not men of courage, but that you 
have found not a ſingle aſſaſſin in it. 


HENNUYER, embracine him. 


Ye are genuine Catholics, true children of our 
Country and it's Church; ye ſerve them both; ye 
will be beloved and honoured by them to the re- 
moteſt times; and your names, exalted with eclar, 
will become the deareſt to the benevolent Genius of 
Humanity. 


ARSENNE Junior, 15 * Bided. 


Ah ! your virtue inſpires all thoſe that approach 
you!—How powerful is the example of ſuch ſublime 
and generous charity 

Another OFFICER. | 

If we have countenanced ſome ſecret meaſure, it 
is becauſe we did not know till this moment the 
nature of the orders, to which we refuſe obedience. 
We all agree. to protect thoſe, whoſe murderers 
they deſired us to be. Were there only one 
amongſt us who ſhould heſitate, we would ſend 
him to the Louvre to rejoin the King's Lieutenant, 
there to claim his reward; ours lies not — the 
ſmiles of a monarch. 


ARSE N N E Senior, with n 


I know theſe brave warriors again, and find 
them ſuch as they were in the battle, when they 
did not murder, but fight, 


A YOUNG 
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A YOUNG OFFICER. 


If our refuſal diſpleaſes the Court, if a juſt 
action is looked upon as rebellion, I chuſe rather 
to forſake the glory of war, than to diſgrace that 
Haan, which I reſerve for the enemy. 


HE NN YER. 


A man is never criminal for refuſing to be a 


perſecutor, whatſoever may be the pretext. Tho? 
the Council condemn you, the whole Univerſe will 
admire you. What have you to fear ? You have 
fulfilled the moſt ſolemn laws of Nature and Reli- 
gion.— However, if you will, you may lay all upon 
me. Aman that does his duty according to the no- 


tice of his conſcience, efteems life only for doing - | 


good, and has nothing to fear from Kings. 


ARSENNE Jun. 10 thoſe of his party. 

He is verily inſpired !—Ah! dear Laura, I 
ſhall live then for thee.--( Pointing at the Biſhop with 
a reſpefiful admiration) I could ſacrifice myſelf 
for him. We all owe it to him, that we ftill 
breathe. | 

LAURA. 


My dear huſband !—I will teach our r children 
his name after that of God : this dear name, for 
| ever engraved in our hearts, ſhall be bleſſed in their 
mouths every day of their life. 

E VR AR D. embracing his friend. 

Can . of us ever forget ſo much greatneſs and 
humanity ? 


( Here — the Curates m Lizieux.) 


33 HENNUYER: os, Tus 


SCENE Tar LAST, 


- T& FORMER. CURATES. 

 HENNUYER. 

Draw near, worthy paſtors, whom J have choſen 
to aſſiſt me, and to whom Religion owes her auguſt 
triumph; let this day, on which the Catholic ap- 
pears worthy of that name, be the faireſt day of 
our life. It remains for you to ſhew the Chriſtian, 
that has ſeparated himſelf from us, the excellence 
of our maxims for the perfection of manners; 
but let charity begin the work. — Go, embrace each 
of theſe unfortunate people; let them find again 
in you parents and friends, whom they have loſt, 
Let us endeavour by every poſſible kindneſs to 
cloſe the wound their hearts have received. 


(The Curates are followed by à number of Catholics 
of each pariſh, who, convinced by their ſermons, 
embrace the Proteſtants, and ſpeak to them with 
an cfuſion of friendſhip and tenderneſs.) 

ARSENN E Senior. 
Why have we not always been thus united? 
— This was the precept and the wiſh of Humanitv 
—and why has it been forgotten ?—Ah ! I have 
found Men once more. They convince me, that 
it is not their religion, that commands hatred. 
What do I ſay? They expoſe themſelves to the 
vengeance of the Court for our protection Theſe 
are Chriſtian Heroes l 
© © | HENNUYER, 


U 
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HENNUYER, taking ARSENNE Sen. by the hand. 


Come, let us give to all an example of brother- 
hood; let us go together in proceſſion thro' the 
town ; let both parties be reconciled, by ſeeing the 
Image of Concord ; and O! that the Father of Man- 
kind, offended by the crimes that have polluted all 
France, would vouchſafe to caſt one benign look 
on this little corner of the kingdom 


The Curates mix with the Proteſtants, and the 
worthy Prelate goes out the laſt, holding the 
hand of Arſenne. The Officers cloſe the marcb. 


8 [Exeunt Omnes. 
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